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Waiting 


Author's Notes: 

Though not exactly Northern Kings, | guess that\'s the closest option 

| wasn\'t even there at the Jouluksi kotiin concert, but after | saw the video of J, JP and Tony singing Pieni 
rumpalipoika, | felt the boys screaming at me in my head to write this. So, here goes. This is actually calling 
for a pt. 2, considering how fidgety J actually was on stage, but time will tell whether that'll happen or not. 


There was never a moment when J was standing still. To him, it seemed like he was always waiting for 


something, and he hated waiting, hated it fiercely. He couldn't stay still when he had to wait. 


He was always talking, his lively voice accented by enthusiastic waving of the hands; his feet would drum out 
the rhythm of whichever song was playing in his head, his fingers moving to the guitar or bass riffs and 
rhythms. If he wasn't talking, he would soon start humming to some tone or another, when he was waiting. 
Waiting for a gig to start, waiting for his turn to sing, waiting for the bus ride to end, waiting for ideas to 
come to him and form themselves into new songs, even waiting for the damn coffee to drip, for God's sake. 


Waiting, waiting, waiting. Always waiting. 


There were only two things in the world that could stop him from fidgeting, pacing and bouncing all over the 


place and calm him from the constant overdrive he was in. 


One was singing, if the song was right. As he brought the microphone to his lips and started singing, his 
movements became a lot more controlled, his soul poured into the song, and he felt at peace with the world. 
He could stop his eternal grinning and glancing around, his hands concentrating on the microphone rather than 
trying to conduct the symphony orchestra he felt within him, which always seemed to be playing a slightly 
unfamiliar song and to be in need of constant instructions. But when he was actually singing, the entire 
orchestra inside him seemed to find its harmonies perfectly, and his hands settled for a moment, not needing 
to conduct for once. The look on his face became peaceful and his eyes closed as if of their own will. The peace 


was so close to perfection. 

The other was sex. And considering that right now, half an hour before the Jouluksi kotiin concert began and 
with the crowd already beginning to fill the seats, he couldn't very well sing his soul out backstage, he was 
looking at JP with a gleam in his eye. 

"Hey, JP. What you doing?" 

JP lifted his eyes off the magazine he was browsing and looked at his friend, lover, whatever it was they were. 
"Just waiting, why?" 


"Well, you know I'm not that good at waiting, right? | need to do something." 


JP smiled wearily. "Yeah, well, there's not that much time. And you could really do with some patience, you 


know." 
"Patience is not really my thing. Besides, | know | have something you want," J grinned. 
"Oh come on, we have less than 30 minutes before we have to be on stage." 


"Yeah, that's plenty of time for what | have in mind. And we're not gonna get caught, if that's what you're 
afraid of" 


His tone was mischievous: he knew JP loved the thrill of the possibility of people walking in on them, and he 
could never resist a dare. Suddenly J had thrown his legs over the back of the couch he had been trying to 
sit still on, and was closing in on JP fast. He stroked JP's arms teasingly and looked him straight in the eye. 


"You know what you can do to me, how | can go to the stage much more relaxed after. And oh sir, you sure 
do seem to be delighted to see me in this suit," he feigned innocence in noticing the bulge in JP's pants. 


By now JP was only trying put up a show of resistance out of principle. He stroked J's hair. 


"You know how hard it was not to get this shirt all rumpled? | sure don't have the time to iron it again, much 


less do | have a spare shirt." 

J looked at JP's shirt critically and started unbuttoning it. 

"Well, it sure does seem all crispy and freshly ironed. Better get it out of the way then" 

JP sighed theatrically as he in turn started unbuttoning J's shirt. 

"Yeah, and we better not mess up yours either." 

He leaned in and kissed J. The kiss soon became hungry, devouring, almost desperate, and in his haste, J almost 
tore a button off JP's shirt. JP made an annoyed sound, which turned into a low moan, when J moved his 


hands lower and started unzipping JP's pants. 


"We don't have time for that. I'll make sure you can go on stage, we'll see to me later," he whispered hoarsely 


and silenced J's objections by claiming his mouth again in a searing kiss. 


J was already painfully hard by the time he got his pants off. He felt some of the nervous, fidgety feeling 
leave him, as JP cradled his cock in his hands and caressed his thighs. He sighed deeply and reached for JP's 


arm. 
"Oh yeah." 


JP smiled at J's reaction and started kissing his way down J's body, drawing quiet moans and sighs from the 
deliciously squirming J on his way. As J felt JP's tongue move closer to his cock, he moaned out loud and felt 
even calmer, for once able to just enjoy the feel of the moment. Even his hands were relatively still, stroking 


JP's hair and grasping a tight hold of it occasionally, when the pleasure was almost too much to bear. 
JP smiled and circled J's cock with his tongue, playing, teasing, making J moan and plead. 
"Baby, mmmh, oh yeah, just don't stop, please.” 


| have no intention of stopping, don't worry," JP replied, smiling, purring softly and drawing another long moan 


from J. 


J's breath became shallower by the second, and JP increased his pace, until J's entire body tensed and he 
cried out in relief. His knees buckled and he would have fallen to the floor had not JP caught him and lowered 
him carefully to sit on the floor. He leaned against JP, panting, shivering, trying to catch his breath, JP holding 
him and stroking his hair. 


Finally, when J's breathing had evened and he was capable of coherent speech again, he sighed. 


"Thank you baby, you don't know how much better | feel now." 


"Well, you know how much | hate to see you all fidgety and bouncing all over the place, especially when you're 


on stage. A guy's got to do something about something like that, right?" 


J smiled wearily and started pulling on his clothes. His movements were calm now, serene even. "Well, maybe 
tonight, | won't bounce around the stage as much. Besides, the concert's almost starting, so | don't even have 


to wait that long now." 
"Yeah, well, I'm pretty damn good at finding ways to make you forget about the time, you know.’ 


"That you are, love, that you are," J smiled. "And | think | might think of a way for making you forget your 


own name later on tonight." 


JP grinned, as they started towards the stage. Agreeing to sing at this concert didn't seem like such a bad 


idea after all. 


